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Are You There, God? Hy's Me, David 


People bustled around him but he didn't care for any of them. His attention was focused on his hands and the 
small patch of carpet between his feet. Lost deep in thought, David shuffled his feet back and forth, drawing 
invisible patterns with the toe of his sneakers. At that precise moment, he didn't want to be in his head. He 
wanted to be anywhere but, preferably up and walking around, enjoying coffee and chats with the rest of the 
crew before they hit the stage. 


Twisting his wrist, he looked at his watch. Two hours to go. Two very long hours with just his thoughts for 
company. Glancing up, he watched people wander past. A couple raised their hand to him and he nodded a 
greeting. No, he didn't feel like socialising. He just wanted to get what was in his head gone. 


It had started many, many years before. A slow burning fire which had refused to die. He'd tried everything to 
get rid of the feelings; sex, drugs, counselling, rehab, religion, the obligatory rock n' roll. But it had done little to 
douse the fire. If anything, the fire had only raged hotter and brighter and his return to the band had only 
fanned the flames further. 


Cradling his head in his hands, David tugged at his hair, hissing a long, slow, fuccceckkkkk through clenched 
teeth. The fire was there, a raging inferno of feelings that should not be allowed. Heck, the court case had 


been less a claim on what was his and more the bile spat by a scorned lover. When Dave had tossed one back 


at him it felt like he had won, secretly feeding off the attention he so craved. 
Now that was gone and he was back in the fold, all but ignored by the man whose adoration he wanted. 


Nearly thirty years; that was how long he'd waited to say anything. In the intervening years so much had 
come and gone. Albums, awards, marriage, kids, tours, a life he adored. Yet, amid it all, something was missing. 
Something he'd spent so long covering for, burying and hiding from view. Something which only Dave could 


awaken. 


Yes, he loved his wife and kids but it was a love which he showed to the outside world. Deep within him, 
burning in the pit of his belly was the one which dared not speak its name. 


He didn't just adore Dave. He loved him. Loved him with every fibre of his being. Loved him so much he'd 
happily walk across oceans for him. It was his arms David craved to fall into every night. It was Dave's lips he 


wished to kiss and Dave's body he wished to explore. Anything less just would not do. Not any more. 


He wished he'd said what lived in his heart when they'd been younger. Young and stupid and if his love hadn't 
been reciprocated he could have laughed it off as drunken shenanigans. But now he couldn't. Yet he still had to 
say it, still had to find out whether Dave felt the same. 


And he was sick with worry. No surprise there. Dave may have been clean but he still had his moments of 


being crazier than a bag of snakes. And only God knew what mood Dave would be in today. 


Lifting his head, David looked at the window. He didn't see through it, didn't see who or what passed by. Instead, 
he silently, and sadly, gazed at his reflection He wasn't what he used to be. Wasn't the lithe eighteen year old 
that Dave should have fallen in love with all those years before. Now he was older, supposedly wiser, and, To 
him, fast losing his looks. Yeah, the girls still screamed for him but they were just being sympathetic. They 
didn't see the lines around his eyes. Nor did they see his slightly rounder figure or his disappearing hair. All 
they saw was the man they'd seen in photos for so many years; young, handsome and with eyes which 
sparkled with a perpetual glee. His eyes rode over the clothes he wore; sneakers, tight black jeans and a grey 
faux-army shirt. Hell, he felt like such a fraud. He shouldn't be here. He should be at home, dressed in loose 
jeans and a baggy old t-shirt with a hole under one arm. Silently he scowled at his reflection and debated the 
multitude of operations he could have. If he had them, would Dave love him? If he rewound the years, would 


Dave fall into his bed and declare his undying love? 


Sighing, he tore his eyes away. He couldn't look any more. Couldn't look at the hideous beast he'd become. 
Damn, he was ugly. Ugly and old He'd be fifty in a couple of years. Dave would hit fifty in a few short weeks 
and he'd managed to stave off the years far better than he had. 


Knotting his fingers together, he cracked his knuckles. The time was upon him. He had to go and tell Dave. 
Butterflies swam in his belly and David suspected he already knew the answer. But he had to try. For if he 


didn't, then he would never know if Dave felt the same as he, no matter how remote the chance. 


Pushing the door to the dressing room open, he stuck his head out and looked both ways. The coast was clear 
of anyone he knew. Right now, at this exact moment, he didn't want to have a conversation with any of their 
crew. Heck, he didn't even want to see Shawn and Chris. They'd be able to see that something was wrong, be 


able to read what was in his eyes, and the game would be up. 


Shoving his hands in his pockets, he stepped out and lowered his head. Festival crew walked around him, yet 
none of them stopped him. A small mercy for which he was thankful. Walking out onto sun dappled grass, he 
held a hand to his eyes and looked around. No one that he recognised came into view and he carried on, feet 


scuffing the dry earth, his soul slowly being eaten by the beast which prowled within 


Clenching his hands into fists, he growled. Right about now he could kill for a cigarette. Something, anything, to 
to take the edge off the nerves. 


"JUNIOR!" 


His heart stilled and his fingernails scraped the palm of his hand. Gritting his teeth, David forced a smile to his 
face and turned. 


Behind him stood the man man he was looking for. A slight breeze lifted waves of orange hair from his 
shoulders, the sun catching the multitude of shades that shimmered through it. A scowl was beginning to 
form on Dave's face and one hand was planted firmly on a hip. That wasn't the look he wanted to see. No, he 
wanted to see the infamous Mustaine sneer. Wanted to see it while Dave pinned him to the bed and finally had 


his wicked, and no doubt vicious, way with him. 

"Where the hell have you been? I've been lookin’ all over for you." 

Still smiling, he stepped up to Dave. "Was looking for you." With a lump in his throat, he looked around himself, 
desperately trying to work up the courage he needed. "Look, Dave, can we." He sighed and took a deep breath, 


quickly glancing back to Dave. "Can we, you know, go find somewhere to talk?" 


An eyebrow shot up and Dave's scowl deepened. Oh hell, the gods weren't looking down on him today. It looked 


as if there was a storm of the red-haired variety blowing in 
"Why can't we talk here?" 


Dammit! Licking his lips, he withdrew his hands and played with the hem of his shirt. "I need to talk to you. In 


private. Away from, you know, people." 


Dave humphed and turned away, striding back towards their dressing room. Taking it as a hint, David quietly 


followed in his wake. It was now or never. 


woun 


As usual, their dressing room was rapidly filling with crew and hangers on Eyes snapped to them as they 
entered and a few whispered behind their hands. One, an album clutched in their hand, stepped forward. But, 
before they had a chance to say anything, the storm broke. 

“OUT! ALL OF YOU!" 


There was a stunned silence, eyes widening and jaws dropping. A shiver crackled along David's spine. Damn, he 


hadn't seen anything like this since the nineties. When no one moved, the roar came again. 
"What?! You all gonna stand there and gawp? OUT! NOW!" 


It had been a long time since David had seen a room empty so quickly. When the last straggler was gone, Dave 
flipped the lock and bore down on him. 


"So, Junior. What the hell have you dragged me here for, huh? It had better be good." 
Gazing into darkened eyes, David swallowed. He couldn't hold that gaze, not with what was threatening to choke 
him. Turning away, he swiped up a bottle of water and took a long drink. It may have only brought him a few 


seconds but it was enough to put space between himself and the almighty General. 


Standing across the room, he dropped the bottle to his side, swinging it from his finger tips. "Dave. There's 
been something I've been meaning to say." 


The eyes didn't let up with their intense glare. If anything, they only hardened even further. "Go on" 


How did you say it? How did you tell your friend of nearly thirty years that you desired them? Heck, didn't 


just desire them but loved them with an unwavering feeling which refused to die? 
Tearing his gaze from Dave's, he stared at the floor. "I love you," he finally whispered. 


His heart beat at a million miles an hour and the butterflies grew larger. It felt like there was a whole zoo of 


them in his stomach. Then he heard it. 
The painful silence. The silence which shattered glasses and ear drums. 
"You what?" Dave hissed. 


He couldn't lift his head, couldn't look up. Instead, he swallowed around the lump which threatened to choke him. 


"l-I love you." 


"| heard that, fucker. Love me how?" 


When he didn't look up, a hand wound into his hair and dragged his head back. David didn't cry out, didn't 
scream. Instead, he stood silently staring into the thunderstruck face of his boss. Because that was all he was 
now. He was no longer Dave's running partner. No longer his little buddy. Heck, even his pet name didn't have 
the same ring to it. Once upon a time it had been filled with the loving warmth of someone who considered him 


a younger sibling. He was no longer “Junior, Dave's best friend". Now he just was "Junior, the hired gun". 
‘Love you like | shouldn't. Dave, l'm sor-" 


BAM! His head snapped to one side and pain seared through his skull. He whined and pulled at the hand which 
held him, wanting to be free of it. A warmth began to trickle from his nose and he ran his fingers through it. 


Blood. His blood. 


They'd horsed around when they were younger, rough housing and wrestling. But Dave had never beaten him in 


anger and the ice cold feeling of his friend's hate tore through his chest. 
"Don't you ever, ever fuckin’ say anything like that again," Dave hissed in his ear. 


The warm breath which tickled his cheek made him shiver and he wanted to wrap his arms around Dave's 


neck and bury his face in the curls of red hair. But that would never be allowed. 
"Say anythin like that ever again and l'll fire you. Do you understand?" 


He nodded but the words still slipped out in one hurried breath. "I love you, Dave. | always have. And I'll never 
stop. Beat me, fire me, | don't care. I've hidden it for so long and | can't do it any longer." 


BAMI 


Flashes of light burst behind his eyes and his mouth burned with pain. He wouldn't cry, he wouldn't scream, he 
wouldn't show Dave the gut wrenching pain which tore through him. David could feel his heart shattering like 
glass, a million tiny pieces tossed to the wind. All along he'd known the answer yet he'd had to go and open his 
stupid mouth. 


Touching his lip, he stared at the blood which dotted his fingers. Bleeding, he was bleeding for Dave. Just like 
the times Dave had fought and bled for him, now he returned the sickening favour. He dared not look up as 
the hand shook him before roughly tossing him against the wall. 


"You play this gig. Then you're on the first flight back to Phoenix. Understood?" 
Leaning heavily against the wall, David nodded. It was over. Not just his renewed stint with Megadeth, but 


everything. He could feel his soul sighing and dying and, as the door slammed shut, he slid to the floor and laid 
his head against his knees. Deep, body shaking, sobs racked his body and, like a child, he rocked himself. 


wun 


With a swollen nose and a bloody lip, David played before a sold out crowd. As with every night, he went 
through the motions, screaming for the crowd and showing them that he still had it Whatever /t was. He 
wasn't sure he'd ever had it. The skinny farm kid had, to some, and to David at time, gotten lucky. But he 


always bounced back with a smile on his face and a song in his heart. 


After this, he wasn't so sure if he'd bounce back again. His life had come to a standstill, there was nowhere 
else to go. Sure, he could go back to Arizona and his family. He was sure he could pick up work with Peavey 
again and, no doubt, Hail! would welcome him back with open arms. It was just.. 


As he rumbled out the Peace Sells bass-line, David turned his eyes to Dave. The red-head showed no sign of 
their earlier conversation Heck, while they were on stage he hadn't once acknowledged David. A strange energy 


lifted from the crowd, tickling at his ankles. They weren't stupid; they knew something was wrong. 


Awkwardly, he played the rest of the set, his fingers never missing a note. He didn't hear Dave thank the 
crowd, didn't hear them scream for more as they came back on to play an encore. All he wanted was to be 


off the stage and on a plane. It was over and he wanted out. Wanted away from the person who had torn out 


his heart. 


Stepping off stage, he toss the bass to his tech and headed for the bus. Time to keep up appearances, if only 
for a few moments. 


woun 


The hotel room felt as soulless as David did. Sitting on the bed was his suitcase, neatly packed and ready to go. 
A taxi was on call to take him to the airport. He'd put himself on standby but he didn't care. Even if he had to 
wait until the next ice age, at least he'd be away from Dave and the anguish which was slowly tearing him 


apart. 


A few people had asked about the cuts and bruises but, in his usual way, he'd laughed it off. A fall, he'd said. 
Nothing serious. Just tripped. They'd given him worrying smiles and nodded, asking if he needed any more 
assistance. Another laugh and a wide, Ellefson smile. No, M be fine. Honest 


Staring at his suitcase, David sighed. The end of an era. Again. This time it was for good. Never would he speak 
to Dave again and the only time he'd see him would be in magazines and online. The ache in his gut was 


sickening, a cold, empty hollow that nothing would ever fill. Even any hope he held was gone. 


Where's your God now, Ellefson? Why's he abandoned you in your moment of need? Because what you feel is a 


sin, remember. Youre not supposed to lie with men. Its an abomination 


Stomach rolling over, he sat on the edge of the bed and waited. 


When the knock came, it startled him. Jumping to his feet, David collected his belongings and dragged them to 
the door. Drawing it open, his jaw hit the floor and he swallowed the bile which stung his throat. 


Please God, not again! 
Yet Dave's face was different. It wasn't wrought with anger and hate. For once, it was oddly serene. 
"Can | come in?" 


Leaning against the door, David looked at him. Words swam around his head, a million insults ready to fly. 


Instead, he softly responded, "Dave. Just leave me. Please?" 


Dave clasped his hands before him, eyes filling with a misty sadness. In them, David could see his own 


reflection, a reflection which was haggard and bruised, a far more sorry sight than he had seen earlier. 
"David, please. Just let me in, even for a moment" 


Everything in him screamed to just tell Dave where to go and slam the door in his face. But, in his mind, a 
little voice whispered and he stepped out of the way. 


Closing the door behind him, David leaned against it. "Dave, if you're gonna beat me again you can ju-" 


A finger was placed to his lips, quietening him and, in that moment, his heart took a breath. The finger wasn't 
malicious. It felt.. soft, caring even. Taking a breath, he gently grasped Dave's wrist and lowered his hand. 


"David, there's things | have to say." 


His heart began to beat faster and warmth flooded the icy hollow that had clutched his body. Something had 
changed in Dave. Gone was hurt, gone was the anger, gone was the fight or flight response. He looked like a 
completely different person, a person who was suddenly more relaxed in his skin. A different, gentler, energy 


crackled through the room. 

He felt his mouth dry. "Go on." 

Running a hand through his hair, Dave looked everywhere except at him. "You shocked me earlier." 

| know and I'm sorry. Dave, | didn't me-" 

Again the finger came up, brushing over his lips, urging him to be quiet. That one tiny movement was enough 
to make his knees buckle. A hand caught him, resting in the small of his back and drawing him closer. His brain 


went into overdrive as Dave held him close. Again his boss had done a complete one eighty and he wasn't sure 


where to look or what to do. So he just stood, silent, letting Dave support him. 


"| shouldn't have hit you, David" It was strange to hear his given name but he remained quiet, watching the 
hazel eyes that swept around the room. "You know what l'm like, but still, | shouldn't have hit you. It's just 
Dave stalled and took a deep, shuddering breath. Bringing up his hands, David gently laid them against his chest, 
stroking over a body he had only dreamed about. 


It's just," Dave continued, his voice on the edge of breaking. "I've been harbouring a secret too. For.. For so 


many years, I've kept it. So long.. So very long." 


Eyes snapped to his own and David stifled a gasp. Emotions, a million of them, flooded Dave's eyes. Something 
that had remained hidden for so long was finally surfacing. Sliding his arms around Dave's neck, he reassuring 


stroked his shoulders. 
"You can say it." he whispered. "Whatever you're thinking, you can say it” 


Dave's eyes misted and gently he ran a thumb under them, dashing away the first signs of tears. He watched 
as Dave's Adam's apple rose and fell, his friend obviously battling against whatever haunted him. 


"David, | love you." It came out in one short breath and David felt himself take a step back. 


His eyes widened and the blood thundered through his head, deafening him. Around him, the world stopped, 
melting to nothing as he stared at Dave. A look of dismay crossed Dave's face and he shook thick waves of 
hair before his eyes. 


"Shouldn't have said anythin," he mumbled. "Should have just let you get on that plane." 
Whipping around, Dave stormed for the door, shoulders hunched and head down. 


"No!" His voice was nothing more than a squeak, desperate and needy, and snatched at Dave's wrist. This 


couldn't end now, not when everything was finally bubbling to the surface. 


Moving back to Dave, he slid his arms over strong shoulders and around his neck From the moment he'd first 
laid his eyes on Dave he'd dreamed of this moment. Of holding him and staring into his eyes. Of hearing those 
three tiny words. David could feel himself melting, falling into the hurt and worried eyes. He wanted to swim 


through them and kiss Dave's wounded soul better. Wanted to restore his pride and show him that he hadn't 
been lying. That he did actually love him more than life itself. 


Winding his hands gently into fiery hair, he finally slid his mouth over Dave's. A tiny gasp left him and, for a 
moment, they stood, lips barely touching. Hands clasped his waist and gently tugged him closer. Gently he kissed 
a mouth that he'd known all along would be cotton-candy soft. And, much to his delight, Dave responded. 
Quietly, they fed each other satiny, butterfly kisses, barely touching, neither wanting to pull away. Hands 
carefully roamed over bodies, tracing and memorising lines they'd both seen a million times before. But now it 


was as if they were seeing them for the first time, seeing them in a new light. 


Mouths still locked together, David let himself be walked to the bed. Hands clasped his back and their lips never 
parted as he was gently laid down. They watched each other as if it were the first time they'd met. Hands slid 
along his arms and carefully took his hands, pinning them above his head. Smiling, David coyly spread his legs, 


inviting Dave to lie over him. His smile was mirrored on Dave's face, one of pure joy. 


"You're so handsome." Dave pressed their noses together. "Fuck, David, you're more beautiful now than you 
were when we first met. Fuckin’ beautiful" He chuckled and David saw the tears begin to return. “Can't explain 


it and | write fuckin’ songs!" 


Softly he laughed and linked his arms around Dave's shoulders, the words making his entire being sing with 
happiness. "Then don't. Don't think Don't speak. Just follow your heart" 


Fingers tickled along the hem of his shirt, pushing it over his skin. David could only watch as the lips attacked 
his flesh, carefully kissing and caressing. He shivered beneath the assault, hands tangling in Dave's hair and 
softly whining his name. It was everything he had ever dreamed of. Tender, caring and filled with the decades 


old love. 


Bucking his hips, he groaned as he was relieved of his jeans. Blushing furiously, he lay naked and exposed. But 
Dave didn't laugh, didn't point and taunt. Instead, he shed his own clothes and slid back to the bed, his hands 
riding over David's body, as they each claimed the other as their own. Their erections rubbed together, making 
his skin tingle. He trembled beneath the feather-light touches, mewling softly. He wanted to be claimed, wanted 
Dave to take him. 


And, when it happened, it felt like the most natural thing in the world. Like two pieces of a puzzle, they fit 
together perfectly, bodies moving in perfect harmony. Limbs wound easily around one another, lips forever 
touching in heated, passionate kisses. Quietly they murmured to one another, whispered sweet declarations of 
love as they were lifted on waves pleasure. At that moment, the world felt completely at peace. The age of 


uncertainty had ended and a new, far more beautiful, one was beginning. 


wun 


Buried beneath the sheets, he watched Dave sleep. A smile was never far from his lips and he gently tucked 
stray strands of red hair behind Dave's ear. Now there was something different. He could see it reflected in 
the sleeping face. Years of anger and venom had melted to nothing, leaving behind a peaceful looking angel. A 
new Dave, that's who lay beside him. No doubt he looked the same, radiant and with a glow radiating from him. 
The hollow had been filled and the years of hellish uncertainty were gone. It was time to start afresh and 
catch up with what they'd missed. 


Tucking his hands beneath his head, David settled Home.. Thats what it felt like lying beside Dave in an 
anonymous hotel. It felt like he had finally found his way home. 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


